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To the Gentlemen 
| Reader:. 


ENTLEMEN : I preſent you here, inthe 
Authours abſence, with ſundrie fine Devices, 
and rare conceytes, in Engliſh verſe: by the 
na mes of Epitaphes, Poems, Paſtorals and So- 
nets: ſome of worthines,and ſome of wantonnes, yet 
(all in my poorecen(ure)wittie,pleaſant,8& commen⸗ 
dable: It any like you, (as I _ they wil)partly, for 
the well penning of them: bur ſpecially , for the 
Subiet and worthineſſe of the perſons they doo con⸗ 
eerne) though (happ'y) you eſteeme the reſt of leſſe 
regard: I then haue my deſire, and count my labour 
and charges well beſtowed. I am (onely) the Printer 
of them,chiefly ro pleaſure you, and partly to profit 
my ſelfe,if they prooue to your good liking: if other⸗ 
wiſe, my hope is fruſtrate, my labeur loſt, and all my 
coſt is caſt away. Pardon mee, (good — 
of my preſumption, & protect me, I pray you, again 
thoſc Cauellers, and findfaults, that neuer like of any 
I that they ſce printed, though it be neuer ſo wel 
ompiled. And where you happen to find any fault, 
tmpute it to bee committed by the Printers negli- 
gence, then (other wile) by any ignorance in the Au- 


thor: and elpecially in A 3, about the middeſt of the 


page. ſor lime 02 lead, I pray you read it line o2 lead. 
So ſhall your poore Printer haue inſt caufe hereafter 
to be more carefull and acknowledge himſelfe moſt 
bougden(atall tunes) to do you ſeruice to the vtmoſt 
"I „„ 


Your, R, I Priater, 4 


LED 
— 
Amoris 1 


A moſt ſingulat and ſweete Diſcourſe of 
the hie and death of S. P. S. 
Knight. 


Hong the woes of thoſe vnhappie wights, 
That haue ſet downe the ſozrowes of their 


© Whoſe lives are off vent of al delights 


pꝛime: 
Let me diſcourſe the ſecrets of mp care, 
oge then coneepte oz ſozrow can declare, 


Some loole their wealth, it is a tender lolle, 

My life hath lot the treaſure of my truſt: 

Some looſe their health, alas a common croſſe, 

Py lifes delight is buried in the duſt: 
Some looſe their friendes,it is no one mans woe, 
J loſt a friend ſuch one there are no moe. 


Some looſe their loue,a ſoꝛrow neere the heart, 
In kinde affect the croſſe of onelp croſles : 
Some locſe their lines, where ſozrowes neuer pare, 
Some loofe chemſelnes in thinking of their loſles : © © 
Moe then mp elle is ſuch a friend bereft we, 
All wealth,noz health, nos lout, no: lift, bach lelt me 


And chall J tell what kinde of man he was, 


Tlhome thug J don de * and nener "Faced, o 
Tmagine firi it vooth my reaſon paſſe, 
Cowꝛite ot him whoine hieft uu created:: 


Foz 


: Amoris Lachrime, 
Foz euerie part that vercue has veſirey, 
N of che heauens, am of the wozly avmirev. 


Pet as my heart fo} ericfe and ſozrow can, 

T will deſcribe the ſubſtance of his Tate, 

In childiſh peares he was eſteemd a man, 

And halle a man,moze halfe a nugiſkr ate, 
On whome the Arts and Pules lo ended, 
As all, in all, to all, he was commended, 


Whole wiſdame was nat ſcene tu wanton toits, 
And though a wanton, pet not deuoid of wit, 
Of woꝛldly ie aſts he neuer made his wien, 
ſometimes he had a taſte of it: 
Foz let the beſt that liues do what he can, 
In lome things pet he ſhewes himlell a man. 


But if on earth there were a man dinine, 
Foz Natures gifts and Vertues ſecret grace, 
Then giue me leane to lay this lone of mme, 
Mas here too good to haue a dwelling place, 
But lines in heauen in ſome high Angels office, 


TAhere God himlelle dooth vie hun la his ſeritice. 


Co lay pet moze what (in effect) he was, 
Let this ſuffice, in ſumme he was a man, 
ole heauenly wiledome found the way to pakle, 
P22e then the power of Wit and Reaſon cant 


In whoſe attempts the moꝛlo thus well did know him, 


Nothing but death couls ener ouerthzow him. 


Comely of <ape,and of a mum face, : 
— 
ect a 
Courceous to carefull of che inde: 
Valure and Vertue, Learning, Bountie, Love, 


Thele werache parts chat did his honour pꝛout. 


Am orts Lachrimæ. 


ecchoſe full perfection chus hath weledome pealed, 
His woꝛdes were ſubſtance, and bis deeds diging, 
Reaſou the ground whereon his hope were rapled, 
J abour his life, and Learning was bis line: 
Truth was hrs loite, and TI riall dis intent, 
Care his touteipt, aus Honour hi content. 


He ſpake no wo2de, but carried full his waight, 

He nothing did that euer tooke vilgrace, 

He had no minde to mule vpon deceyte, 

ve built in heauen his onelp byding place, 
Oe lou'd the Church where Saiats do build the ſeeple, 
And ſought the wozlve where Angels are the people. 


5 
He trauaild farre when he was neereff home, 
here was no earth he could behold a land, 
He ſawe a houſe without eart, lime o2 lome, 
And laild the ſeas where there was neuer ſand, 
He lounded depths, without eare lime 02 lead, 
Aud found out life, where other mẽ were dead, 


De fearde no foe, noz tuer ſought a friend, 
He knew no want, and made no care of wealth, 
He nought begun, but had a care ts end, 
And neuer lou'd the honour had in ſtealth: 
By fire and \wozd he wonne his wozthy fame, 
That hath aduaunc'd the honour of his name. 


In all the ſkie he hondured but a karre, 

That was his courſe of all his kind affection, 

MAhoſe flame was nere, although the fire a karre, 

Gaue him the light of loues direction: | 
Pe was ſo kind and conſtant where he loued, . 47: 
As once reſolu d, he could not be temouen. 


dis haads was freg to helpe the needie hart, 
His heart was (ranke to fill che emptie hand, 
His moſt delire was to reward delart, 


| Amoris Lachrim a. 
And holde by ſtate where honorne could nat fanbe : 

is onely is was honour of che ſtelde, 

To conquere men, and make the Captaines peclde, 


Much was his care, and of his Counercp moſt, 

Little his iop, aud in himſdfe the le all, 

All fo2 his friend, did ſeeme but little coſt, 

Het to himſelle a little was a feaſt, 
High was their happe that might but be about him, 
Death is their life that mourne, co be without him, 


Note iudge the life in leauing ſuch a (op, 
The death in lofle of ſuch a daintie friend, 
hat map remoue the roote of this anno p. 
©} howe this griete map euer haue an ende. 
And if it be a care incurable, 
Thinke of the death where id is dur able. 


Co liue in death is but a dying life, 

Co die in life, is but a lining death, 

Betwirt theſe two is ſuch a deadly ſtrife, 

As make me dꝛaw this melancholike bꝛeath: 
CAherein conceite dooth line ſo diſcontentev, 
As neuer heart was euer ſo coxmentev, 


A tozment onelp made but fo the minde, 
A minde ozdainde but onely to diſtreſſe, 
And luch diſtreſſe as can no comłoꝛt finve, 
But leaues the heart co die remedileſle : 
And ſuch a death as liuech co beholve, 
Ten thouland tozments moze then can be tolve, 


Yet thourh my penne can neuer halle erprefle, 
Tye hideous tozmentsof my heme heart, 

Let me ſet do'vne ſom: touch of mp diſtreſſe, 

T3zt ſame po22e loult may helpe to beare a part: 
Cat in ertremicies when we are wo begon vs, 


AmorisLachrimz. 
The wozkde may weepe to ſit and looke vpon vs, 


Nature and Art are got about his graue, 
And there ſit wailing of each others loſle, 
Hard by the tombe ſittes Sorrow tn her caue, 
Cutting her heart to thinke on honours croſſe: 
And Wiſedome weeping, wzinging of her hands, 
To ſee the woꝛlde in what a caſe it ſtands. 


In this darke hole of death and heauineſle, 

Dits wokull Bewtic with her blubbꝛed eyes, * 
By her lits Loue, with Care all comfotleſle, 
Reco2ding of his mothers mileries : 

Amon — the reſt that watles the loſſe of friends, 


S:ts Patience pʒickingot her fingers ends. 


From Dities face doo fall the trickling tear es, 

Df toꝛments ſuch as teare the heart of Loue, 

The uſes (it and rend their ſhziueled heares, 

To ſee the paine that Loue and Be tic pꝛoue. 
Among them all howe J am tozne in ſunder, 
And pet do ltue, conteſſe it is a wonder, 


A lite, oh liue, alas, I liue indeede, 

But luch a lite was neuer ſuch a death, 

Qhile fainting heart is but conſtr ainde to feede, 

Upon the care of a conſuming byeath : 
D my liweete Mule, that knoweſt howe J am vered, 
Paine but one paſſion how J am perplexed. 


J call foz death, but yet he will not heare me, 
J read my death, and rue my deſtinie, 
I ſee my death, but he will not come neare me, 
I fcele mp deat h, but pet I carmst vie: 
But where no} death will kill,noz griefe be cured, 


Thinke what n death of deathes J haue endured, 
A; Vet : 


XUM 


Amoris Lachrinfe, 


Pet while J live in all this miſerie, 
Let me go quarxell with this cruoll fate, 
hy death ſpould do ſs great an iniurtc, 
Unto the (tap of ſuch a happie Tate: 
At liuing things to make his lcuell fo, 
To kill a Phœernix when there were no mo. 


Oh cruell Death what led thy hand awate, 

To take the beſt and lcane the wozſt behind, 

To pouth thou art vntimely deſtinie, 

Thon mighteſt haue bene a comfozt co the blind: 
Aid end the aged of their wear ie time, 
And not a pouth in pʒide of all his ume. 


Thou monęßteſt haue ſhot at ſuch a wꝛetched thought, 
As had palt ouer all his pleaſant peares, 
And killed the beart that is conſumed to nought, 
Which being cangled m theſe wozlvlp baiers, 

But Beu ties loue, and Honors hart to blcev, 

Fie on thee death, it is too fowle a deed, 


Nut well, the wozld will curle thee to thy face, 

Bewtic and Loue will to thy teeth delie thee, 

Honor and Learning dꝛaw thee in diſgrace, 

There no god thought ſhall tuer once come nie thee : 
And ſoꝛ my lelfe to lee thee wo begone thee, 
CU pꝛap to God all plagues may light vpon thee, 


Foꝛ J haue loſt the yonour of my loue, 

My lone hath loſt the honour of ny life, 

My life and loue doth ſuch a paſſton pꝛoue, 

As in the wozld was neuer ſuch a ſtrike: 
he re ſecret death and ſozow are conſented, 
To ſce the ter roꝛ of a heart toʒmented. 


Chou camiſt too ſoone, but now thon comſt coo late, 
Thy kozce too great, but now it is too ſmall, 


= 


Amoris Lachri mz. 


Dalfe had in loue, but wholy now in hate, 

Dellred of ſome, but curſev now of all 
Olt J confeſſe that I haue quakte befoze thee, 
But do thy wozlk, death now J care not foz thee. 


But doſt thou thinke thou canſt thy lelfe excuſe, 
To lay (alas) thou halt but done thine office, 
Unhappie hand whom ſo the heauens doll vſe, 
On ſuch a Saint to execute thy ſeruice; 
But ſince it was the will ol God to 2 it 
His will be done, J can but peeld vnto it. 


Het fo2 the care that Vertue hath concepued, 
Fo} loſſe of him that was his deareſt loue, 
Aud foz the death that Honour hath reccpued, 
There pacience doth the deadlppaſſions pzoue, 
J cannot chuſe although my hart would hide it, 
Co ſhew mp griefe lo great I cannot bide it. 


Oh that J had but lo diuine a head, 
As could bewzay the ſozrowes of mp bzealk, 
Oz from the graue to raile againe the dead, 
And not ollend my God in mp requeſt: 
©} by a paper I might the grace obtaine, 
To lee the face ofmp delire againe. 


But all in vaine, my wiſhes not maile, 

y wo2des are winde aud carrie none effect, 

And wich mp gricke J feele my lenſes kaile, 

That Fortune thus ſhould croſſe me in affect: 
As by thelolle of one ſweet heauenly friend, 
Py heart ſhould die, amd pet no dolo end. 


En, no God wor, there is no end of grieke, 
here (ad conceit will neuer out of minde, 

And bootleſſe hope to harpe vyon rrliefe. 

TAhere Care map (eeke,and neuer Comfort flav | 


Amoris Lachrimæ. 


Fc? in the wo d I bas no fop bt one. 
And ell but death aowe he is dead and gent. 


Gone is my wp,alas am well-away, 
Ahat hall I doo nowe all mp loue is gone, 
All mp delight is falne vnts decay, 
Onclp but heauen Jhare te hope vpen. 
Oh heauenly powers take pitit of my crie, 
Let me not lizg and ſer my Louer die , 


Oh mp loue, ah my fone, all my loue gone, 

Dut alas ſillie wietch, well⸗ adap wo is me, 

Ok a kriend, euer friend ſuch a friend none, 

In the wozlve, through the woꝛlde, may the wozlde ſee: 
Holp Saints, higher powers, hrauens looke vpon me, 
Vitie me,comfozt me, thus wo begone me. 


My he auenly Loue, heauens loud as well as J, 
Hcauen was his care, and heauen was his content, 
In heauen he lines, in heauen he cannot die, 
From heauen he came, and to the heauens he went, 
Dh beauenly Loue, beauens will J looke for neuer, 
Till in the heauens J map beholde thee ener, 


But what, me thinks J lce a ſudden change, 

The wo2ldc dooth (ceine to alter nature much, 

The ſtate of things is tomy reaſon ſtraunge, 

And ſozrowes ſuch as there were neuer ſuch. 
Such lacke of loue, ſuch monrning fo1 a friend, 
Such wozld of wocs, as if the woꝛld ſhould end. 


Me thinkes J fee the Queeneof kinye affect, 

Sighing and ſobbing with ſuch inward gricke, 

As he tha: could conſider the effect, 

Pight ſce a heart lie dead without reliefe: 
And N conceite ſo ouertome with care, 

It killes my heart to ſec her heauie fare, 


Amoris Lachri m. 
He thinkes J ſee a ſight of armed hozle, 
Led in by boyes as if the men were dead, 
Me thinkes J heare men murmureof a cozſe, 
And gallant youthes go hanging of the head: 
Me thinkes J heare a thunder in the aire, 
Bids fare well Hope & looke vpou Diſpaire. 


Me thinkes J heare the trumpet dzum and fife, 

Sound all a mort,as if the wozld were done, 

Me thinkes J ſee the nd of vnhappie life, 

Oz (ſecond iop ſince latter age begenc: | 
Me thinkes J heare the hozro2 of the crie, 
As if the day were come that all ould die. 


Oh what J heare,oh what J fcele and ſe 
Hold hart, heipe heauens, how can J 
But in the heauens there is no helpe foz me, 
Not all the wozld can anp comfoze giue: 
ben death doth of my deareſt friend depꝛiue me. 
What can remaine in comlozt to reutue me. 


Het fox the woꝛld ſhall witnelſe what thou art, 
hich in the wozld div leaue no like bchinde : 
J will ſet downe thou h ſhoꝛt of thy deſart, 
The happie honour of thy heauenly minde, 
And on thy tombe J wil with teares engraue, 
The death of life that foz thy lacke I haue. 


Looke on the hils how all the Shephearvs ſic, 

Heaume to thinke vpon their honeſt friend, 

How Pills ſits as one beſides her wit, 

Tolee the ſozrow of her Shepheards end: 
Harke how the lambs go blaping vp o downe, 
To lce their Shepheards caried to the towne, 


L soke hom the flock begin to leaue their feeding, 
Ahile crucll beaſts bꝛeake iu * the ſhecpe, 


ite, 


Dee 


X UM 


Amoris Lachrimæ. 
See how the heart of loue vooth lie a bleeding, 
That Mars was ſlaiuc while Venus was a llc epe, 
See how the earth is bare in euerie plate, 
To ſee that death hath done the woꝛlde diſgrace. 


And Corridon pooꝛe ſillie etched ſwaine, 
Dooth make ſuch mone as if he ſhould go imad, | 
All in diſpaire to (ce good dapes againe, | 
To looſe tye toy that on the earth he had: | 
Aho lince the time he heard but of the wound, 
Liu'de like a ghoſt that goes vpou the ground, 


And ſo lozloꝛne abandonde all content, 

Reepes in the Caues where tom foꝛt is unknowne, 

Boꝛue but to liue,and onelp to lament, 

The dolefull life ti by his death hath growne: 
Tho in his life would let him know no care, 
But by his death all griefes that euer are, 


Pan in a rage hath bꝛoken all his pipes, 

Pallas alas (its poaring on a booke* 

Her weeping eyes ſee howe Diana wipes, 

And pooze Apollo caſts a pitrous looke: | 
The Nymphes come in withſuch a wolull crying, 
As if that Louc oz Venus lay a dying. 


The Nightingale is ſcopped in her thꝛote, 

And ſhꝛiking Owles do make a fearctull noiſe, 

The dolefull Rauens ſing a deadly note, 

And little Wrennes the end of Eagles toyes : 
The Pharnix dꝛoopes, and Falcons beate their wings, 
To heare how Swans of death and ſozrow ſlings, 


The trees are blaſted, and the leaues do wither, 
The daintie greene is turnde to duſkie gray, 

The gallant Uines are ſhꝛunke and gone togit her, 
And all the flowers doo fade and fall away, 


The 


a Las. 
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Amoris Lachtimæ. 
The ſpꝛings are dziev, and all the fiſh ſcale beaten, 
And all good fruice the earth it ſelle hath eat en. 


Oh what a wo it is to lee the woes, 

here nought but wo is left to looke vpon, - 

A grieſe too great fo2 Reaſon to diſcloſe, 

And in effect a death to ſtudie on: | | 
TAhere man and beaſts, birds, fihes, flowers and trees, 
Do halle the hope of all their comfo1t leele, 


CAhen on the earth was euer ſitch a light, 

Hardly the wozld can ſuch a (ozrow haue: 

Neuer did death moꝛe leaze vpon delight, 

Then when this knight was caried to his graue: 
Thich when J lame, ſo neere my heart J ler, 
As while J liue I neuer can foꝛget. 


' Firft comes the bꝛother all in mourning blacke, 


Mourning in decde in bodte and in minde, 
Fouldmg his armes, as if his heart would cracke, 
Feeling the death that Loue and Nature finde:; 
Looking vpon the laſt of his delight, 
Oh heauenly God it was a pitious light, 


The Scholers come with Lackrimis Amoris, 
As though their hearts were hopeleſſe of reliefe, 
The Soulviers come with Tonitru Clamoris, 
To make the heaucns acquainted with their griefe: 
The noble Peeres in Ciunatis portis, 
Iu hearts engranen tomt in Dolor mortis. 


The ſfraungers come with Oh che male ſorte, 
Tbe leruants come with Morte di la vita, 
The lecret friends with Morte pui che morte, 
And all with theſe Felicita finita: 
Nowe foz my ſeffe,Oh dolor infernale, 
Da videre morte, & non da viuere tale, 
| 52 Nowg 


Amoris Lachrimæ. 


Now if the griete of all the wozld be great, 
Dow great is his that ist he gricfe of all, | 
Tho doth in thoughts mote deadly pangs repcate, 
Then euer did to all the wozlp befall, 
Ahoſe paints and paſſions ont ly do app2oue, 
The onelp true Anotanue al loue. 


But lince J lee there is no remedie, 
That God will haue, muſt never be. withſtoode: 
And Pale-content is but a maladie, 
That may conſume, but can doe little good, 
I will to God referre my whole relicfe, 
In heanenlp care of my vnhappie griefe, 


And on my knees beſecch his holy will, g 
To caſt on me thoſe [weete and louing eyes, 
That heale the heart of euery hatcfull gricke, 
And giue the life where comloꝛt neuer dyes. 
And where my heart is gone, my hope may thether, 
That faith and loue map liue in heauen together, 


But till my ſoule may ſee that heauenly ſweete, 
here Vertue dooth her dearcſt lone embzace: 
There Comfort Care, and Kinde affect mop meecte, 
And haue the ioy to ſet each others face: 
Upon thy Tombe J will theſe woes ſet downe, 
That all che wazld may rcadofthy renowme. 


* 


FINIS 


Apleſaꝑt 


, 


Poems and Soners, 
A pleaſant Poem 


Angels hate unt their hoyour for their hut, | 
No bewtie like the vertue of the mide, 5 
No life to loue that cannot pꝛoue vntrue, 

Eſtceme the comfozt of the highelk kinde. 


| Pure is the minde that cannot meane amille, 
And lweete the life that is maintainde by loue, 0 
| Rare is the heart where ſuch alfection is, 
Kinde the conceipt that vooth ſuch honour pꝛoue, 
Excellens rate that wit and reaſon winneth, 
Read but each letter as the line beginneth, 
F inis. A. Þ . 
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Another. 


Time made a ſtay when higheſt powers wzought, 
Regard of loue where vertue had her grace, 
Ercellence rare of euerie beautie ſought, 
Notes of the heart where honour had her place, 
Tried by the touch of molt appꝛoued truth, 
A wozthie Saint to ſerue a heauenly Queene, 
Poxe faire then ſhe that was the fame of pouth, 
Except but one, the like was neuer ſcene, 

Finis. T rentame, 


LEDSELALLIE 


Another. 


| Good is the belt, the molt can ſay na moꝛe, 
And pet is good, and better, and the beſt, 
Reaſon requires the beſt be ſet befoze, 
Regard of loue findes reaſon in the ref, 
Ercept tie belt in euerie good ercepted, 

| Though better ſerue the good may be accipted, 
x Finis, Garet, 


wr >0 
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Pleaſant p oefns⸗ 
A ſweete Paſtorall. 


G Mule rocke me alleepe with ſome lweet harmonie, 
This weary eie is not to keepe,thy marie companie. 
Sweet Loue be gone a while chou know mp heauines, 
Bewtie is bozne but to te cuile my heart of happines. 
See how my litle flocke that lou'd to feed on hie, 
Do head · long rumble vowne the rocke,x in the vally die. 
The buſhes end the trees, chat weare (o freſh and greene, 
Do all their daintie colours leeſe,and not a leafe is ſeene. 
The Black-bird,s the T hruſh, that made the woods to ring 
Qith all che reſt are now at huſh, not a note they ling. 
Sweet Philomele the bird, that hath the heauenly thꝛote, 
Doth now alas) not once afoozd recoding of a note. 
The flowers haue had a froſt, each hearbe hath loſt her ſauoz, 
And Phillida the faire hath loft, the comfo2t of her fauoꝛ. 
Now all theſe carefull ſights, ſo kill me in conceit, 
That how to hope vpon delights, it is but meere deceit. 
And thereloꝛe my ſweet Muſe, that knowſt what help is belt 
Do now thy heauenky cunning vſe to ſet mp heart at reſt, 
And in adzeame bewꝛap, what fate ſhall be my friend, | 
Thether my life ſþall Cill decay, 02 when my (ozow end. 


A Sonet, 


'T Þe prettie Turtle.doue,that with ns little mane,(alone, 
QAhen che hath loft her louing mate, ſits mourning all 

The Swan that alwaics ſings an houre befoze hir death, 
| Whoſe deadly gripes do giue the grones, p dzaw away bit 
The Pellican that pecks the blood out of hir bett, (bzeath! 
And bp her death vpch only feed her yong ones in the neſt, 
The Hart imparkev cloſe within a plot of ground, 

bo dare not ouer-looke che pale, lo fcare of hãters holy, 
The Hound in kenell tied, t hat heares the chaſe go by, 

And bootles wiſhing foot abzode,in vaine doth howle @ cry? 
The Tree with withered cop,that hath his bzanches dead, 
Aa lind town hs he boweswhilorher hol vp head 
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Paſtorals and Sonets, 


Endure not haife ts death, the ſozow,ns diſgrace, (ny caſe, 
That my pooze wzetched mind abides, where none ci mail 


Foz truth hath loft his truſt, moze deare then Turtle- doue, 
And what a death to ſuch a life,that ſuch a pain both pꝛoue: 
The Swan foz ſozrow ſings to ſee her death ſo nie, 
I die becauſe I ſee my death, and pet A cannot die: 

The Pellican doth feed their pong ones with their blood, 

FI bleed to death. to feed deſires that neuer do me good, 
Pp heart imparked round within the ground of griefe, 

Is fo beſet with hounds ol hate, it lookes fo2 no reliefe, 


And \weet deſire mp dogge. is clogged ſo with care, 


De cries and dies to heare delights,# come not where they 
Py tree of true delight, is ſabd with ſozrow lo, (are, 
As but the heauens do ſooner helpe will be his ouerthww, 
In ſumme, mp dole, my death, and mp diſgrace is ſuch, 
As neuer man that euer liu*d,knew euer halle ſo much. 


A Poem. 


82 Muſe vnto the Bower, whereas my miltres dwels, 
And cell her of her ſeruãts loue, but tel her nothing els. 
And ſpeake but in her eare,that none map heare but lhe, 

That if the not the ſooner helpe, there 1s no helpe fo2 me. 
Not that J feare to ſpeake,but it is ſtrange to heare, 

That ſhee will neuer looke on him, that holds her loue ſo 
Perhaps (he knowes it not,o2 if ſhe do ſhe will not, (deare. 
Vet let her kindnes haue a care, that though ſhe hurt ſhe kil 
And though it be to ſtrange, pet let her this beleue me, (not. 

That dead mẽ liue, yet I am dead, yet liue ifſhe releue me, 
Fo2 pet are not ſo colde the coalcs of kinde deſire, 

But in the aſhes liues a ſparke,to kindle loue a fire, 
Mhich flier his fuell hath, but from tholc faireſt ctes, 

TQhere faith nach burne & fancie flame, g fauoz neuer dies 


A Poem, 
Are of the faire that neuer fadeth hue, 
Exceeding ſweect that cuery lweet exceedeth: 


Pleaſant Paſtorals; 


Meere to the heauens where higheſt glares growe* 
Etcellent fruit that ſuch a fancie feeveth, 
Loue im the eyes, and honour in the heart, 

© Piinces, Angelles Goddeſle, heauenly feature, 
Perfection farre aboue all natures arte, 
Grception none, was ener ſuch a creature. 

Nich, vertuous, wiſe faire,courtcous,comely,kinde, 
Top to the hearts of all that doo beholde her, | 
Court ly of orace,and of a pꝛinceſy minde, 

High in the heauens, the Angels haue enrolde her, 


A Paſtorall. 


Ine epes haue ſeene the Idoll of mp heart, 
Mine eyes haue heard the wonder of the wiſe, 
Mine heart hath taucht the comfozt of nnne epes. 


Nowe handes be true vnto your happle heart. 
Tongue lay thy heart ſhall all in ſilence ſerue, 
Heart to thy head doo not thy thoughts impart, 
Eyes ſee the light that doth pour fight pꝛelerue. 


And nowe t hon eye, thou tongue, tbeu hand and heart, 
But looke, 02 ſpeake, oꝛ touch, o turne awzie, 

The heauens pꝛonounce the due ol pour delatt. 

Be true and liue, but if a Traitor, die, 


A Poem. 


* — to an Hcrmit pooze in place obſcure. 
I meane to ſpende my dapes in endleſle doubt : 
To waile ſuch woes as time cannot recur e, 
TAhere none but loue ſhall euer finde me out. 
My foode ſhall be of care and ſozrow made, 
Py dꝛinke nought elle but teares falne from mine eycs, 
And fo my light in ſuch obſcured ſhade, 
The flames ſhall ſex ue that from my heart ariſe, 
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Paſto:alsand Soners; 


A xowne of griefe mp bodie hall attire, 

And bꝛoken hope the ſtaffe of all mp tap, 

Ok late repentance linkt with long delire,' 
The Couch is made whereon mp bones to lap, 
And at my gate Diſpaire (hall linger (till, 

To let in Death when Loue and Fortune will, 


Ofbis Miltreſſe loue· 


TY trie whole art and ſtrength did molt ext ell, 
My Miſtreſſe Loue and faire Diana met, 
The Ladies thzee foꝛthwith to ſhooting fell, 
And foz the pꝛize the richeſt Jewell let. 
Sweete Loue did both her bowe and arrowes gage, 
Diana did her bewtie raxe lay downe, 
My Nliſtreſſe pawnde her crueltie and rage, 
And ſhe that wanne hay all fo2 her renowne: 
It fell out thus when as the match was done, 
My Miſtreſle gat the bewtie and the bowe, 
And ſtreight to trie the weapons the had worme, 
Upon my heart ſhe did a ſhaft beſtow, 
By Bewtie bound, by Loue and Uigoz flaine, 
The loſſe is mine where hers was all the gaine, 


Ofa diſcontented minde, 


Dets come all, and each one take a penne, 

Let all the heads that euer did indite, 

Let Sozrow riſe out ofher darkeff derne, 
And helpe an heart an heauie tale to wiite, 
And if all theſe oꝛ any one can touch, 

The ſmalleſt part of mp tozmenting — 
Then will I thinke my griefe is not ſo much, 
But that in time it map be healde againe. 

But if no one can once come neare the thought. 
Of that J feele, and no man elle can finde, 
Chen let him ſay that deare his cunning bought, 
There is no death to diſcontented IN 


DlcafaptPpemya!. , - 
Ofbis Miltreſſebeautie? „5 L 


= alles mite tits og are my wlts difrenghe, | | 

Do J not ſee;63 know not what J lec, 2 . 

No matuetl though to ſee that wonder wyonght, | | 

That on the earth an other cannot be. oY 


To make a face to mocke all other features, 
Angels in heauen will ſu hatt-you, 
Co leaue the wozld ſo full of fooliſh creatures. 
Checks,that cnthainethe higheſt harts in thꝛall, 
T's it ſet downe ſich fatre ſhall neuer fade pon: hn 
Hands, that the hart of higheſt choughts appail, 1 
Clas net Mincrua mad when the. had made pci, LEM | 
Faire: looo da peu, ann fate well Bevuties grace, - 
TAiſc:why pour wits the wilelt doch abaſh. 
Drect:where is (meet, but in pdur lwectelk face, 
Ricy:to pour will all treaſure is vut traſh. = 
Oh how theſe hauds,are catching at choſe cyes, - 
To feed this heart chat onelp lines vpon them, 
Ah, ol theſe hands what humoꝛs do arile, * 
Co blind theſe cies that liue by looking on them. 
But heart muſt faine that mult be going fr6pou, © - + 
And cics mul weepe that in youlole their ſeeing, © + - 
"Heauens be pour place,where Angels better knowe port, - 
And earth is too baſe fo1 ſuch a Godvelfe beeing. 
Det where pou come among tboſe bieſt powers, 5 Cf 
Craue pardon then foz alt theſe great offences, 6 
That when pou dwelt among theſe harts of ours 
Ycur only ctes did blind cur wits and ſcuſes. bh 
New if you ſec my will about my wit, Nile. C 2! 
Think of the gt od that allyour oraccopeeldpor, . | i ) 
a maʒed Muic muſt haue a mat ding fit, „ 
Aho is but mad that tue r hath beheld 0 1 . 


A Sona 


Hole eies thabhcld the thi "Ye of srecry bart, 15 ty 
Thet Land that h. ds the a. cue rp dye, c 
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That ment the gods when firſt thep did creat por, * 


XUM 


L Paſtorali and Sonets; 
Chat wit that goes beyond all Natures art. 
Cye ſeuce too deepe loʒ Wiſedome tu diſcrie. 5 
| That eye, that hand, that wit, that heauenly ſence, 
7 Doth ſhew mp onelp milkrelle trtellence. 


4 


— „ P | _ a 1 
Ohh ces that pearce into the purett heart, 


Oh hands that hold the higheſt thoughts in thꝛall, 
Ob uit that weyes the depth of all deſart, 
Ou ſence that ſhewe the ſecret ſweete of all. 
The he aut of heauẽs with heauenly powers p2eſeruc thee, 
Laue but thy ſelle, and giue me leaue to lerue thee, 


To ſerue, to liue, to looke vyon thoſe eyes, 
To looke, to liue, to kiſſe that heauenly hand, 
To ſound that wit that doth ama the minde, 
Ds hnow that ſence,no ſence can vnderſtand. 
To vaderſtand that all the woꝛtd map know, ; 
uch wit,luchſence,eyes,hands,there are no moe. 


A paſtoral of Phillis and Coridon, 


O {2 a hill there crowrs a flower, 
Faire befall the daintie ſweete: 

By that flower there is a bower, 
here the heauenly Muſes mecte, 


In that Bower there is a Chaire, 
Fringed all about with golde: 

here doth (ic the fair eſt faire, 
That did euer eye beholde. 


It is P hyllis faire and bꝛight, 
She that is the \bepheards top 2 
She that Venus did dilpight, 
Aud did blind her little bop, 


This is ſhe the wiſe, the rich, 
And the wozld deſires to ln 
2 


TY 
* 
1 s 


- Pleaſant oem. 
Chis is Tpfa quz the which, - 
There is — but onelp ſhee. 


Who would not this fact admere, 
ho would not this Saint avoze, 

Tho would not this light deſire, 
Though he thought to lee no mat 


Oh faire epes pet let me (ce, 

One good looke, and J am cons, 
Looke on me foz I am hee, 

Thy pooze (illte Corridon. 


Thou that art the ſhepheards Quecne, 
Looke vpon thy ſillie Swaine: 

By tp comfo1t haue beene ſeene, 
Dead men bzought to life againe. 


The complaint ofa forfaken Louer, 
Ge me go ſeeke ſome ſolitarie plac, 
In traggie rocks where cofozt is vuknowne: 
Where I may ſit and waile my heauy caſe, 
And make the he auẽs acquainted with mp mone. 


* Where onelp Eccho with her hollow voice, 

Map ſound the ſo:row of my hidden ſence : 

And cruell chance the croſle of ſweeteſt choiſe, 

Doth bꝛeed the patne of this experience. 

Jn mourning thoughts let me mp mind attire, 

And clad my care in weedes of deadly wo: 

And make Diſgrace the graue of mp deſire, 

TUbich tooke his death wherby his life did grow. 
And ere J die engraue vpon my tombe, 
Take heed of Loue, fo2 this is lauets doome, 


A prettie Fanctc. 
22 takes a friend and trulls him not, 
Ao hopes of good and hath it not, | "Ibo 


X UM 


X UM 


Paſtorals and Sone. 


Mho hath a Jem and keepes it not, 
po keepes a Jop and loues it not. 
The firſt wants wit, the ſecond will, 
Carelefle the third, the fourth dooth ill. 


An Epitaph on che death ofa noble 
Gentleman. 


Sun, come ſit thee downe, and ſigh and (ob thy fill, 
And let theſe bleeding bitter teares,be wirneſſe of thine ill. 
See,lee,how Vertue fits, what paſſions ſhe doth pꝛoue, 
Co thunke vpon the lolle of him, that was her dcareſt loue, 
Come Pallas cateſull Queene, let all thy Mufes waite, 
About the graue, where buried is the grace of your conceite. 
Poets lay downe pour pennes, oz if you needes will waite, 
Conkeſſe the onelp dap of lone hathloft her dawning light, 
Aud pou that know the Court and what beſecmes the place, 
With griefe engraue vp6 his tombe,he gaue al Courts a grate, 
And you that keepe the fields, and knowe what.valure is, 
Sap all too ſoone was ſcene in this vnt imely death of his. 
Oh that he liu d in earth, that could but halfe conceiue, 
The honour that his rareſt heart was wozthie to recciue. 
hole wildome karre aboue the rule of Natures reach, 
hole woꝛkes are ertant to the woglde, that all the woꝛld may 
Mole wit the wonder ⸗ſtone, that did true wiſdome tutch, (teach. 
And ſuch a ſouuder of conceipt, as few 02 neuer ſutch, 
Thoſe vertues did exceede in Natures higheſt vaine, 
hole life a lanthozne of the lone that ſurely lines againe. 
hole friendihip faith lo kaſt, as nothing could remoue him, 
Whoſe honourable courteſie made all the woꝛld to loue him. 
What language but he ſpake* what rule but he had re av 
CUhat thought ſo high: what ſenſe ſo deep: but he had in his head. 
A Dhœenmx of the woꝛlo, whom fame doth thus commend, 
Vertuc his life, Valor his louc,and Honor was his end. 
Upon whole tombe be wzit, that may with tearcs be red, 
Hete lies the flower of chiualrie that euer England bred, 
Oh heaueus, vpon the earth was neuer ſuch a day, 
That all conceits of all contents ſhould all conſume away, 
We. 


Plenſaot Pein 
He thinkes J fce a Q ieene dame couertu w th #bfſe; 
The Court all ſtricken in a dumpe, t e Candle 3 weepe r . 
The knights in carefull ſixh5 vewatle their tecret loſe, _ 
And he that beſt cohiceales his gricie, bewꝛaves he hatha troſſe. 
Tome ſcholers,þ2imx,y=ur bookes, iet reaſon haue his right, 
Do rcueretice vato the coꝛle, tu hmauref the knight. 
Come ſouldiers ſee the knight,that left his life ſo neere ve, | 
G:ue him a volley ol yay harts, that al the wozld may hrare pe. 
And ye that {ine at home, and paſſe your time in pence, 
To heipe pe ſing his volefid! dirge, let ſoꝛ tam neuer ceaſe, 
Dy could J monrwtaott}, fire all the world may ſee. 
The griefe of fo1i/fWRith à lo as greeter rantwr bee. 
Our Court harh lot rand dur Coꝛmtrey (ach a right, 
As with the tox nem ol the thong t, hath turned dap to night, 
A man, ſo rare à man, did neuer England bꝛeted· N 
So erceUentc in euery thing, that all men did exceed, * 
Oo full of all ecfects that wit and ſinte may ſa . 
A; in his heart did want no part to make a pc etcet man. 
Perfection ſat te abone the rule vf humane ſente, | 
c Agoſe heart was onc!yſet on heauen, and had his hone? thence 
Avoſe marke of hieſt aiaie was honour of the mende, 
Ayo both at once div von dp fame, a heaueuly faucnt finde. 
Mum Gert ie ſo div lode, and learning ſo adoze, ED 
A; co:nmendation a man, was nener man had meze. 
Ayom wiſe men did adnire,wh»m 400» men did affect, | 
CA om honeſt men dio loue and ſr rue, and all men did reſpect, 
TA ole care his Connertes lone wioſe loue his Countries care, 
Q jole carefull laue conſidered wel, is count ry could not ſpare, 
O) Thiilt whax:ruchfull cries about the wo zld do ring, 
And to behold the heauie ſaghes it is a hellith thing. 
The campe, the dolefull campe,comes home with all a Mort, 
Ty ſee the captame of thetr care, come tone in ſuch a ſozt. 
The Court, the lolemne Court, is in a ſudden trance, 
A:1d what is he but is am de to heare ofthis miſthance, 
Tye Citie ch ites the head as it had loft a piller, 
A 15 kind affect is in ſuchtare, a little moꝛe would kill ber, 


Ducet Oxford fits and weepes,and Cambridge cries _ 
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Paſtora!s and Buntes. 

To loole the-honourof theit lou and out feſt beige. "© 
The Clearme ſinging Vlal mea, wich teares beblot cheſr bos 
{ And all che ſrboflers ful lum on with ſad and heauy lookes, 

The Muſes and the Nymphes attired all in blacke. | 
- TAith tearing beares & wzina ing hands, as if their harts would 
The father; wile, and friends. and ſeruants in degrees, (cracke, 

Z Qith blubbꝛed eies bewaile the life that faithful lone did lecſe, 
My ſelſe that leu de him moxe, then he that knew him much, 

Mill leaue the honour af his woꝛth, foꝛ better wits to tutch. 
And (aid but what I thin ke, and that a number know, 

was a Phoenix of a man. J frare there are no mo. 
To let him dowye in pꝛaiſe with men cf paſled fame, 
Let this ſuffice who moꝛe deſe ru de: neuer rt ad his name. 
Foz t bis be was jy rigbt in bꝛiefe to ſbew his pznile, - 
q Vertue, Leaining, Valor, Wit. the honozof dur dapes. 
And ſo with honsz ende, let all the woꝛld no ſec ke, 

Oo pong a man, ſo rare a man, the A dd hath not the like, 
Choſe onely cozys conſumes, whole Vertue neuer dies, 

QAhole ſwectiſt lpule enjopes the were ot higheſt Paradice, 


The ſumme or the lormer in foure lines. 
(7 Vice, Berdue ente i Erperiente/Leffaing,Louk, a 
Art,Realsti, Tinte,Conceite, Deuiſc,Diſcrerien, Truth, 


Aibtheſe in one and but one onely ꝛocue, 
So2zrow in agc,tolec the end ol pouth. | 
In the praife of his Miſtreſle, | 
PS lay dewne poi penis let ſunrte leu to fine, 
. Vid all the N Rules go-to bob, d cet a better bine. 

Their Muſic ks are ta baia, tu ſdund that ſweet tonſaite, 

That on the wonder alade oz d muh werdet op werte. 
But if as pet vnknou ne there be ſome daintie Muſe, - 3 

That can do moꝛe then all the reſt, and wat her cunntug vt. FB 
Let her come whet her wirs;to ſet what (hs can do, > 

To that the beſt that cuer moto, timuntue t neere vmto. 
Foꝛ Venus was a top, anmangſy tetandd fans... 


And Creſſed but a Chaycers ic alt, and Helen but a bable. 
3 M23 
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Pleaſant Poems, 11: * 


Py tale ſhall be of truth that neuer Treaſon taught, 
y Piltreſle is the oxcly ſweete, that euer Nature wyottghe, 
Whole eyes are like thoſe Carres.thac keepe the Hiclt fürs: (cies. 

Ahole beautie like the burning Sunne that dlinds the cleareſt 
Choſe hair es are like thoſe beames. that hang about the Sunne, 
When in the mozning foꝛth he Reps, befoꝛe his courle be runne, 
And let me touch thoſe lips, by louc, by leaue, oꝛ lucke, | 
CUzenlweee affect, vy ſweet aſpett, may yet ſome fauour ſucke, 
They are thoſe little foldes,of Natur es ineft wit, 
That ſhe lat ſmoothing while ſhe wzought,# wilbe ſmacking pet. 
And foz that pureſt red, with that molt perfect white, : 
That makes thoſe checkes the ſwerteſt chains of louers high de · 
Ahat map be (aid butt this Behold the onely feature, (lie, 
; That all the ward that ſees the fate, map wider at the creature, 
I will not ſtand co muſe as manie writers do, 
To ſecke out Natures fineſt ſtuffe to like her lims vnto. 
Foz if thou wert on earth that could in part compare : 
Uith euerie part of euerie part, wherein her pꝛapſes art. 
Either {02 Natures gifts 02 V ertues ſweetell grace t 
I would confeſſe a blinded heart, were in vnhappie caſe, 
But where both Nature, Senſe, and Reaſon voth appꝛoue, 
She is the onely Saint on earth, whom God and man doth lote. 
Let this in ſumme ſuffice foz my pooze Muſe and mee, 
She is khe Soddeſſe of the earth and there is gone but ſhee, 


Of Truth and Love. 


122 ſhewes her ſelle in ſecret of her truff, 

Alledome her grace in honour of her Lou: 
Uertue her life where loue is not veriuſt, 

Lone in his ſweete that dooth uo ſoꝛtam prone. 


Truth hath in hate co heare a fained tale, 
TUiſebome docth frowne where Folie ts in place: 
Honour is gone where Bewtie is too final, 

Aud Uertue dyes where Leut is in diſgrace, 
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paſtorals and Sonets; 


J leaue pour truch co pour deflred t rut, 
Pour wiſedome ta the wonder of the wiſe: 
Pour higheſt iop to iudgement of the iufk, 
There Uertue liues, and PÞon2ur neuer dies. 
And he vouchlafe pou that all truth pzeſerueth, 
What Truth of Loue, and Loue of Truth delerueth, 


Rarc newes. 


Ewes from the heauens, all war res are at an end, 
Twirt higher powers, a happie peace concluded, 
Foꝛtune and Faith are ſwozne each others friend, 

And Loues deſire ſhall neuer be deluded, 4 


Time hath ſet downe the compaſſe of his coarſe, 
Nature her wozke,and Excellence her art 3 
Care his content, and Crueltie his curſe, 
Labour his deſire, and Honour his deſart. 


Voꝛdes ſhall be deeves,and men ſhall be dinine, 
Women all Saints oz Angels in degrees: : 
Cloudes ſhall away,the Sunae (hall euer Hine, 
Heauens (hall haue power to hinder none of theſe. 
Theſe are che Articles of the concluſion, 
Which when they kal, then looke fo2 a confuſion, 


Of a wearie life, 


N — | 
Voz boues to heare a Late ofdire lament, 


That note is ſweete when griefe ts all the Frou, 
Diſtoꝛds can peeld but onely diſcontent. 
The welt is wzung that ſtraines each ſtring too farre, 
And ftrifes the ſtops that gine each ftroke a iarra 


Harſh is (alas) the harmonie God knowes, 
Then out of tune is almoſt euerie ſtring : 
That ſound vnlweete that all of 6zrow growes, 
6—ͤ— 
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Pleaſant Poems, 


But ſome doe (ing but that fo ſhame woulde crie, 
So doth mp Mule and lo J ſwrare doc I. 


Good Nature weepes to ſee her lelle abulde, 
All Foztune ſhewes her furie in her face, 
Pooze Reaſsn pines to ſce himſeife refulde, 
And Dutie dies to lee his ſoze diſgrace. 
— hangs his head to ſee Diſpaire ſo neere, 
And what but Death can end this heauie cheere, 


But hold, each teare no token of a top, 
But toꝛment ſuch as teare my heart aſunder, 
Each (ſobbing ch a ſigne of ſuch annoy, 
As how J liue, beleeue me t is a wonder. 
Each grone a gripe that makes me gaſpe loʒ heh, 
And euerp ſtraine a bitter pangue of death. 


Loe thus J liue, but looking fill to die, 
And ſtill J locke, but fttl I fee in vaine, 
And ftill in valne, alas, J lie and crie, 
And ſtill I crie, dut haue no eaſe of paine, 
So ſtill in paine J liue, looke, lie and erie, 
hen Mope will helpe ,02 Death will let me die, 
Ot his vnhappie ſtate of life, | 
Feuer man did live in Fortunes ſtoꝛne, 
Whoſe ioyes do faile that fecle viſtreſſe in minde: 
Whole peres with cares, whole cies with teares belwolne 
That in each part, all parts of gricfes doth find, 
Co grace bis ill, ſend ſuch a man to me, 
That am moze haplelle. then himlelle can be, 


Fo2 good defart that is vnkindlp vled, 

Foꝛ ſcruite, loue and faith that Jadeth hate: 

Cho in his Pilkreſle epes is inc ſ refulcd, 

Thoſe coniforts felle hoc? a-con”3 come teo late. 
Ik that man — — in hep die fiude g this, 
— hee nix Dt, wp has hart. c is. 
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Paſto:als and Sonets. 
I dannimg vowes be bite as dzeames regarded, 
An conſtant chouxhta as ſhewes of cuſtume taken: 
If anp man foz lone be thus rewarded, 
And hath ng hopes fo2 theſe varighes foxſaken. 
r Cet him (ee me whole like hath neuer beene, 
Kilve bychele wrong, and pet by death vnſerne. 


\ } a 
Chen by this riuall of my ſuch deſpiſe, | 
With much deſire ſhall ſeeke my name to know: 
Tell him my lines Strange things map well ſuffice, 
Fo? him to beffre,fo2 me to ſeeke them lo, 
And t was inough that J did finde ſuch euils, 
And t were too much chat Angels ſhould be diuels. 


His complaint againſt Loue and Fortune. 


F heauen and earth were both not fullie bent, 
To plague a wꝛetch with an infernall paine ; 
Co robbe the heart of all his high content, - 
And leaue a wound that ſhould not heale agame. 
Af cruell Fozcune did not ſecke to kill, 
The carefull ſpirit of my kinde alfect: 
And care did not ſo cructfiz me Hil, 
That Loue had left no hope of his effect. 
If he whom molt mp heart hath euer loued, 
TUcre not vnkmve in care of my diſtreſle: 
And ſhe by whom mp griefe might be remoued, 
Did not holde backe the meane of my tedzeſſe. 
If all theſe thonghts and many thouſuwg mo, 
Too long to tell, too deadly to endure: 
Du not conſume mp heart in ſozrow lo, 
That care hath left no hope of any cure. 
Then might J yet amid mgreateſt griefe, 
Perſvade mp paciente with ſome heanenly power, 
Chat when J molt deſpaite of my reliefe, 
My bope leſſe heart might find ſome happie hower, 
But lince that Fortune ſo doth frowne vpon me, 
That care hach thus of comfoze — meꝛ 
. 2 
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Pleaſant Poeny, 


Thinke it not range tolce me mo begone ss '' © 
There uo good hope ofrwo gend hapts left me. * 
And ſince I ſee all kindneſſe ſo vnkinde, | 
And friendſhip gtowne to fuch contrarte though 

And ſuch a thought the tozment of the mude, 

That care and ſozrow hath conſumed ta noucht, 

A will reſolue (though pactcnce be perfozce) 

To ſit me dowue, a chas ta ſecret trie: 

Den is mp heart, ob carth receine my coe, 

Heauen be mp life, foz tn the wozld I dit. 


Ja the praiſc of his Penelope. 


Wo authozs witte god kaatves what cheng is true, 
Did Homer wyote of fine Vlyſſes wit, 
Ard Ouid wzote of Venus heaueulp hue, 
Aud Arioſto ef Orlandos fit, | 
Ore wore his pleaſure of Caliope, 
Jam to mite oflweere Penelope. 


And where each one did ſhewe a ſecret vaine, 
And whether that VIyſſes were oz not, | | \ 
And though that Ouid did but onely faiue, 
And Arioſto ſet downe many a plot. 

And ſome wzoce loudly of Caliope, 

I waite but touthoflweete Penelope. 


And if J had Vlyſſes (kilfull ſconce, 
ith Homer pen and Ouids heaueuly voice, 
I would ſet downe a wonder fo2 the nonce, 
To let them all a newe to wojke againe. 
And he that wꝛote of his Caliope. 
Should huſh to he are of this Yenelope, 


As true as the that was VIyſſes wife, 

Az laire as ſhe whom ſome a G200elle faine, 

A Saint of ſhape,and of mo2e vertucus life, 
Then ſhe fox whom Or landos knight wag flaine, 


Ip 
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Paſtorals'an4$gncs, | 
In tuerie thing abaue Cahope, 
———— — 8 


And fo2 thts time go looke the wozld that will 
Foz conſtant faire,foz vertue and gdod grace, | 
Foz tuery part in whom no pat t is ill, 5 
Foz perfect ſhape, and fo2 a heauenlp face, „ 
Angellica, Venus, Caliope, 
All are but blows dato Penelope. 


A Poem, 


©oke not too long vp6 thoſe looks,p blinds the ouerlooker ſoze, 

E if you ſpeak,ſpeak not to much, lelt ſpeaking once p (peak no moze: 

think not but what it is to think, to reach the reach of thought, 
And if you do, do what you can,when poit hatie don pou can do nought. 
But if pou ſce agamnlt pour will, looke but away and be not llaine, 
And if a woꝛde go vnawares, with care it map be calde againe. | 
And fo2 a thought it is not hurt, except it grov#dnto a thing, | 
But to vndo that hath bene dane, is onelp conqueſt of a king. 
But ſince in thee O lilly w2etch,both light, & ſpeach,# theught and deed 
By reaſon of a wzong cont eit, do but thine owne confuſion bꝛecd. (head 
Shut vp thy eies,ſeale vp thy tongue, lock vp thy thougdt, ley dowre th1 
And let thy miſkres ſee by this, how loue hath ſtreck ter ſernant dead. 
And that but in her heavenly epe, her woe, ber tbeugtt and oncly will 
Doth relt the dead, to kill the quite, oz elſe to cure thee of this ill, 

A Poem. | | 

Dwꝛe downe pooꝛe ries the teares of true diſtreſſe, 

pcarc but(oh heauens) the hoꝛroz of mp crie, ns 

Judge of the care that canhaue two rev2reſſe, 1 
Let me not liue to ſee my loner die. | 

Jn ſozrowes rules, like fozrow neuet read, 

Phillip ſwect · knight, ſweete Phillp Sidney dead. 


* 


Marne mote then art, oy Nature tan txpꝛeiſe, '* © 
Hell to the wozld to loole a heauenly friend, 
Jop is become but ſozrow dd diſtretfe; 


DT) 2 _ 


Plaaſant Poems} 


Life with my Loue let death and doloz end. 
In bitter tęares hath hart of hono? bleav, 
Paſt hope of helpe to ſee perfection dead. 


A Poem. 


ace all the woꝛlo, pour weeping is but vaine, 
Heauen hath the hape of bono? all away: 
Jop but in heauen to meet that hope againe, 
Lincke with the like that neuer can decay. 
In this alone all hope et comtfo:t lies, 
Pcrfcreion onely liues in Paravice, 


APocm. 


P Srfection peereles,Uertue without pꝛide, 
{ono and learning linckt with highelt Loue, 
Top of the thought in true diſcretion tribe, 
Loue of the life that higheſt honoꝛs pꝛoue. 
In Angels armes with heauenty hands embyaced, 
Paradice pleaſed, and all the wozid diſgraced, 


Seeke all the wozld,oh ſceke and neuer finde, 
In earthly mould the mount of ſuch a mindc2: 
Diuineſt gifts that God on man belkoweth, 
No glozp ſuch as of ſuth glozy groweth. 
End ol the ioycs that hath all griefe begun, 
Het let me weepe when all the woꝛld is done. 


Ran _— laughter giuen by a 


Genriewoman, 


Auth no! too much,perhaps vou are decepuev, 
Lai arc not fdoles that haue but ſimple faces: 
PD: 2s are abzoad,things map be nmiſconcepued, 
Frumps and diſdaines are fauours in dilgr aces. 
Nom it pou bo not know what meane theſe ſpeeches, 
Fooles haut loug catces, and ie haue no biteches. 


Thee againe,why whaza gract is thi, 


" wink 
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raſtorals and Sone. 


Laugh a man out befo2o he can get in: 
Foxtume ſo croſſe, and fauourſo amis, : 
Doomſday at hand befoze the wozld begin. 3 
Marie ſir then but if the weather holde, N 
Be tie map laugh, and Louc map be a code. 


pet leaue betimes pour laughing tootoo mutch, 


© find the Foxe, and then begin the chaſe: 

Shut not a Rat within a ſugar hutch, 

And thinke you haue a Squirrell inthe place. 
But when pou laugh let this go fo? a ieſt, 
Secke not a Moodcocke in a Swallowes nefk, 


A lwecte contention betweene Louc, bis 
Miſtreſſe,and Bewruic, 


1 t my Miſtres were at Crife who had the greater power on me, 
Vetw irt them both oh what a life, nay what a death is this to be. 
Ohe laid ſhe did it with her eit he ſaw he did it with his dart, 
Betwirt them both(a ſillie weetch)t is I that haue the wounded hart. 

She ſaid ſhe only ſpake the wam that did ruchane inp ptaring ſence, 

He laid, he oncly gaue the ſound, that entred hart without defence, 

She laid they were her onely heares, on which the daintie Muſes waite: 
De ſaid he was the onely meane, that entred Mluſes in tonceite. 

She laid her Beyytie was the marke, that did amaze the highcſt mind: 
He ſaid he onely made the mint, whereby the ſences grew (d Mind, 

She laid, that onely fot her lake, che beſt would venture life and lim: 


He laid ſhe was too much deceit, they honoured her becauſe of him. 


Long while (alas ſhe would not yreld, but it war ſhe that rul de the rot, 
TInttll by proofe ſe did confeſle if he were gone her iop was loſt, 
And then ſhe cried, oh daintie Loue, J now do find tt is fo thee, 
That J am lou d and honozed both, e thou halt power to conquer me. 
Bit when J heard her veeld to Loue, oh how mp hart did le ape fo2 top, 
That cow J had ſeme little dope, to lane an end of mine annop., 
F 02 though that Fancie Bevtie und, a power all to pitileſſe, 
Het Lone wort netter haue the hart, to leaue his ſt ruant comcoztless 
Bat as too ſoone hefe the ſteld, tie Laaper ſegans the oncrthzow, 
Ds all tod cone I ioped too much, foꝛ J awakey and nothing ſo. 
g A Sonet 


Pleaſant Poems, 
A Sone: to the tune of a hone a hone 


1 ſolemne Muſe and helpe me ling. 
. Adolefull note, a dying ſong, 
hat wzetched cares my heart do ming. 
To lee howe death hath done me wzong. 


Fo2 Jhane loſt( oh veadly wo) 

Py iem, mp top, my like, my lone, 
And in the wo2ld their is no mo, 

Can hcale the paine that J do pzotee, 


My (weerte affections all are fled, 
Delites, delighrs,and all are gone, 

My heart is ſicke, my hope is dead, 
And onely death tolooke upon. 


Thele lecrete cares ſo kill my heaxt, 
CAith inward gripes of endleſſe griefe, 
Chat how can lozrow ener pare. 
here is no hope ta haut reliefe, 


But helpeleſſe hopeleſſc ſill J lie, 
conſuming ſo in ſecret care: | 

That who doth liue and would not die, 
To looke vpon mp heauie farc. 


But all in vaine J make this mone, 
Ahere nothing can my griefe releaſe, 
Foz I am onclp lett alone, 
To lozrow ſtill and ncuer ceaſe, 


But ozrow now tuen do thy wurſt, 
Foꝛ death in fine will be a kriend: 

Fo: J do know my heart will burſt, 
Any chen thy loꝛce will haut an end. 
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Pat)-als an Sonrs; 


In commendation of the maides of 
Honour, 
A're,ts to baſe foꝛ Natures excellence, 
Nich, all too me ane foz ſuch a mind of treaſure: 
All, but too few to do her reuerence, 
Uertue her ſelle oth lone her out of meaſure, 
No earthly coaſt containeth ſuch a creature, 
Chole by the heauens, to ſhew the earth a wonder: 
Jop of the carth,the mirarle of Nature, 
Sent to the wile to let all wits aſunder, 
Dow farre ſhe is aboue all humane lence, 
Alke of the Gods foz men cannot diſcerne: 
hen ſuch J find her ſecret ercellence, 
As wit and reaſon are too weake to learne. 
Rare is the woꝛke that Nature thus hath ended. 
Daintie the end that cannot be amended, 


Diana virgin, her complaint to the 
Goddeſſe Diana, 

O? ſweet Diana that dwelſt amõg thenimphs, 
In whom the fire of Nature hath no foꝛce: 
TAhole heauenly eye beholds tizole ſilly imps, 

Thoſe ruthfull harts do ſue fo2 thy remozce. 

Uouchſafe, oh ſaint, from that pure hand of thine, 
Dome pit ies helpe,to this pooze hart of mine. 


eas it my fault that Cupid found the meane, 
Firlk to creepe in, into thy quiet Court, 
Py hope was cleare, mp comfoꝛt had bene cleane, 
From any hapof ſuch vnhappie hurt: 

Vut well J ſee amid the greateſt cares, 

A (udden heart may llippe in vnawares, 


Alas, alas, full little did I thinke, 

Che little thing had had ſo great a power: 

I thought h*m lind when he did onelp winke, 
And lweet his thoughts, that fall "= deadly lower. 


But 


Bricrons Viſions 


Vat ſince I was thus trapped in this traine, 
Once ſet mp heart at libertie agawe, 


But Ladie ſey, is Loue of ſuch a fozce, 
That one ly death muſt heale the deſperate wounm 
In heauenly choughts bath Reaſon no remozce, 
An cure of loue was neuer comfozt founy, 
D:th Cupid fozce to come and coniure thee, 
Oh no, alas, it is to conquer mee, 


Cas J, t was I that onely had the hap, 
To take the hurt the wzetched Traitoz woughtz 
T was onelp J. that caught the ſecret clap, 
chile carcfull faith with crucil fancie fought, 
T'was J Diana, and t'is oncly J, 
Ahom thou mult helpe, oz cls I peeld to die. 


Brittons viſion of Cupids compla int againſt his 
fow)e father Vulcan for begetting him. 


Ithin the thicke of molt vnquiet thoughts, 

here C Ait and Mill had long each other loft x 

With carefull ſence of ſweete deſire I ſonght, 

Thich was the wap that Fancie followed molt: Y 
And paſſing on the path that they did pzoue, | 
Plodving along I met with pitious Loue, 


e Qholy diſarmde and hanging downe the head, 

Blinded : oh no, but all with blubbzed e pes: 

Falne in the face with colour pale and dead, 

Aring ing his hands in ſuch a wofull wiſe, 
That when J ſaw how he had wept and cried, 
Trucly I theught the wzetch would there haue died, 


But when J lawe the little thing alone, 
Farre from himſclfe tits wandet tco and ke: 
And when J heard howe he did ſtill bemone, 


Dome yiwden caule that J deſirde to know. 
0 a Cloke 
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Brittons Viſion. 


Cloſe in co:rceite, I hid mp lelfe,co heare, 
TAhat was the cauſe of this his heauie cheare, 


Thus as J lat cloſe hidden from his light, 
©. luckleſſe Loue lamenting of his lolle: 
This ſillie wzetch in this molt lozroted plight, 


Taithighes and ſobs, and grieuous grones God wote, 


Curſiag and banning Bewtes generation, 
Thus did begin his wolull lamentat ion. 


Dh hapleſſe hower when firff my mother made, 
The curſed match with that vncomely Smith: 
hole ſmokie fozxe hath made her beautie fave, 
Az karre vnfic fo} her to meddle with. 
CUAhoſe filthie face doth ſer foo th ſuch a feature, 
As hell it ſelle hath ſcarce ſo fowle a creature, 


But what tone eite her frantike fancic fead, 

To match with him that was ſo fowle a match: 

Alas, alas, was Mercurie ſo dead, 

So great a pꝛince to looke on ſuch a patch, 
Needes muſt ſhe thinke as ſhe did alter pzoue, 
Vulcan was not a man oz Venus loue, 


Oh \mokre fowle ill fauoured filthie theefe, 
Howe could thy mind ſo high a matter moue: 
{Howe could thy heart haue hope to find releeſe, 
Looke on thy ſelle, and neuer looke fo} loue. 
So fairc,lo fowle ſuch tontraries agree, 
Rcaſon would ſweare that it ſhouldneuer bee, * 


Better J were to be a baſkard bone, 
Chen haue a father of ſo fowle a hue: 
Rather J wiſh that thou ſhouldſt weare the hoꝛne, 
Then that the woꝛld ſhould thinke it to be true. 
That Cupid (weete (ould haue ſo fowle a Wire, 
And hach his face ſtill fopled in 2 fire, 
3 


Pritt ons Viſion. 


ee w etched doger the ſunime of thy diſgrace 
Fir? tou haſt w2ought my mather great dt fame: 
Nert thou haſt ſet a marke vpon thy face, 
That all the wozld doth laugh to heare thy name: 
And laſt foz me they ſay how can it bee, 
That he was ſonne to ſuch a flane as hee, 


But lic vpon that filthie face of thine, 
Thoſc mouldic chaps to touch my mothers face: 
J do pꝛoteſt mp conſcience doth repine, 
That thou ſhouldſt kifle her in another place: 
But vglp beaſt into ſome hole go hide thee, 
Fo; Beutie ſwearts that Loue can not abide thee, 


Oh Mars, oh Mars, where are thoſe ſkately ſtrokes, 
That left the field ſo ouer-flowen wich blood: a 
That cloue downe hils, and thꝛew downe ſturdie Okes, 
And made the aire come thundzing thꝛough the wood 1 
Art thou lo weake with bending of one blade, 
Thou canſt not bꝛeake the chaine that Vulcan made, 


Ap man, ariſe and ſhew thy manly ſtrength, 
Leaſt that the Smith do ſeeke my mothers ſhame: 
Lie not too long leaſt ſiugguiſh Nlouth at length, 
Sceke by deſart the honour of thy name: 

Vulcan is gone, but Cupid hath a file, 

To loole the locke that map the Smith beguile. 


But come awap, foꝛ looke where Vulcan comes, 
But thou art looſe now let him do his woozlt: 
Looke how the theefc comes biting of his thumbs, 
Curling the happe that hath h's timning burſt, 
But let him lome and bꝛiſtle like a boze, 
Let him be ſure to catch thee ſo no moze. 


But mother ſte, what ford effet was tb at, 
To lcoke en Vulcan in che vai;.c ol loue: 
Conkelle 
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Brittons Viſion. 


Confcſle a truth, you did pou knew not what, 
hen pacience would ſo vile a matter pꝛotie. 
TAas wit ol aght that wꝛought pour ouerthzow, 
TU! then (alas ſhauld J be blinded fo, - 


But mother, no: there is an other thing, 
ho is ſo blind as they that will not ſee: 
A bale conceite ſometime map ſtoope a king, 
Iſee in ſome that ſee not into mee. 
Better it is with Bewtic to be blinded, 
Then Beyyties grace to be blindly minded. 


But will you ow it was no wo ꝛke of mine, 
Follies effect committed all the fact : 
Although pour wozds haue made pooze Cupid whine, 
To ſay that I was authour of the act: 
But will oꝛ nill I muſt my ſelle content, 
Foz parents faults pooze chilb2on 1 be ſhent, 


J am the child J cannot but confelle, 

The wozld doth ſap that J am Venus ſonne : 

Bp whom begot J heare of nothing leſle, 

But mic t J heare by whom the deed was donne: 
In ſuch dclire as might the wozld defie, 
There coulv not liue a gladder man then J. 


Once Vulcans ſonne J know J cannot be, 
Mars was the man came ncerer to the marke: 
As foꝛ the Sinith it neuer could be hee, 
A Buntinc neuer could beget a Larke. 
Oh ao, the wo21d is much deceiu'd in mee, 
J yope to linde an other pedegree. 


7 am the ſonne of ſecret [weet conceite, 

ot hy Deüre and bꝛed vp by deſart 2 
neſt by t')e mind that neuer meant deceite, 
Fed ity the cauour of a faithfull heart, 


E 3 High 


Brittons Viſion; 


High from the heauẽs J tooke my happy name, 
Ahere Venus liues, and Vulcan neuer came, 


Begot J was in Anno out of minde, 

Bonne in a countrie that no creature knowes: 

Bꝛed in a world that woꝛldlings cannot fide, 

Fed with a fruit that in no garden growes. 
Lodge in an epe that neuer can deſtroy me, 
Kept in a hart that neuer can come nigh me. 


Loe thus J line where J can neuer die, 
Fearing no hap,no} lookinꝝ after hope: 
Vleaſing mp ſelfe wich pleaſares farre and nie, 
CUanting no wiſh where will hath ſuch a (cope: 
Gouermng all, where none can gouerne me, 
Oh what a king map daintie Cupid be. 


Then leaue to mourne,and let che wozld perceiue, 
That Poets fancies are but fained fables, 
And Ouid did but ſtudie to deceiue, 
Such kind conceites as loue ſuch fooliſh bables, 
Fog he that lookes into Mincruas toy, 
Shall lap that Cupid is a daintie boy. 


Aich that me thaught the little wagge aroſe, 

And gathered colour p2ctily in his face: 

And ſtandes me op a tip⸗-toe on his toes, 

Uauntinghimſelfe with ſuch a Venus grace 2 
As dꝛoue my heart into ſo great a laughter, 
That J awooke, and neuer law him after, 


Brittons ſecond dreame of Venus com- 
plaint when ſhe loſt her ſon Cupid, 


N At ſozrow thus to loſe the ſight of lone, 
Scarce well awakt J fell aſleepe igaine: 

In hope the heauens would ſome odde humoz none, 
To ew the fruits of ſuch a ſlerpie vaine ; 0 
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. Brittons Dream. 
And fcarce a fleepe ſtrange viſtons did enſite, 
Dct not ſo ſtrange but that they may be true, 


Hard by the place where J had Cupid ſcene, 
Me thought J law a heauenly kind of creaturs, 
Of ature tall, ot countenance like a Queene, 
Grcecving faire, and ol ſoſweet a feature: 
That when I ſfood to view her ſkatelygrace, 
y thought indeed J ſaw an Angels face, 


Attirde ſhe was in garments white as ſnow, 
Qaue on het arme ſhe woze a Tawnie lace, 
In her righe hand ſhe bare a bended bowe, 
And at her backe an emptie Arrow caſe: 
Little ſhe ſaid that I cauld heart at firff, 
But light aud bt as if her hart would burtt. 


But pet at laſt with ſad and heauie looke, 
She tooke the bow and flung it on the ground: 
Aud kram hir backe the emptie caſe ſhe tooke, 
Thich with the lace vnto the bowe (he bound, 
Then downe lhe ſate within a ſhazow vaile, 
And to her ſelfe (þe tolde this heauie tale. 


as euer wꝛetch oz creature thus beguilde, 

To looſe the tewell of his chlefell top: 

Can Venus chooſe but ſczrow fox her childe, 

No, no, my darling was a dai ntie bop: 
But lars, oh Mars, what ment he to come hither, 
Foz Nlars and he are gone awap together. 


Cheſe little things were wont to be his armes, 
But now the wax hath chzowne theſe toyes away: 
And thinks himſelfe amid the thickeſt harmes, 
In onelp hope to finde a happie dap: 
Dh hawtie reach ot honoꝛs high renobme, 
That tyꝛowes the lence of ſweeteſt humozs downe, 


* 


Bux 


— — 


Britons Dreame. 


But my ſweet boy, when firfk th le hands did binde thee, 
I knew each wap that thou wert woont ta eo, 
And when this heart vnhaphie did vnbind thee, 
J little thought thou houldſt haue ramged ſo. 
Bat come againe good wꝛetch let me intreat thee, 
And J pꝛoteſt thy mother will not beat thee, 


But turne againe and tell me ere thon goeſt. 

Dactk thou intend to do ſom royall thing: 

Let this ſuffice that J am ſurc thou knowelk, 
Dy hart could wiſh that thou wert made a king. 

God lend thy hart the height ol thy deſter, 

Hope, hap, x heauen, and who can wilh thee hier. 


And there withall che did thoſe teares let fall, 
That ſhewd the war where Loue ſt Reaſon foughht 
TA hoſe colour pale ſhewed ſome vhat did appall, 
Der pacient heart with lone vahappie thought. 
Aw ſo ſuect Sunt ity ſozrow ouertome, 
Dye lkood amazÞe as (be were ſtriken dombe. 


Then J behelde a ſiaht of daintie Npmphes, 
Did ſtraight befoze her ſtatelyſ pes appear: 
And downe vn kuceò ic!! al; thefe heauenly impes, 
To comſoꝛt her amid her heaute chearc. 
And when ſhe heard that euery one had ſpoken, 
Prace, peace quath ſhe, toꝛ Be vties hart is bꝛokt᷑. 


Alas, Alas, pe little ſillie things, 

God knowes, J know ſtill little do veau know, 

A hat do belong vnto the ſtate of Kings, 

Chat ſets them vp, oꝛ ſeekes their ouerthꝛow. 
C Ahat kind of care do bꝛeed their ſozrow moſt, 
Ahat death is life wher deareſt friends are loff, 


But with J pet J had but ſuch a friend, 


As by deſert delight vid holde full deare: 2 


Brittons Dreame. 


And feare by fozce did ſee his fatall end, 

Yet no conceit could ſerue to keepe him heare. 
CUould it not grieue each vaine within her hart, 
To ſee ſo ſweet and deare a friend depart. 


Chen let this be a ſparke of all my paine, 

Alas, alas, t is but a ſparke in deed: 

My ſozrow ſinks into lo deepe a vame, 

Az makes the hart of higheſt fauour bleed, 
The chickelt ſtaffe of mp alſured ſtay, 
Vith no ſmall griefe is gone, is gone away. 


My Cupid was to me a child of loue. 

But ns ſuch babe as ioicd in childꝛens bables : 

Foz mark his life, his mind would ſoone appꝛoue, 

Such feincd fancies were but Ouids fables. 
Cho was as far from knowing mp Cupido, 
As fatthcull loue is karre from foulc Libido, 


fe neuer liued by deedes of vatne deſire, 
J202 w2apt himlclfe in Carpets of conceite: 
But hautie Fame had let his heart on fire, 
To ſhew the mind that neuer ment deceite, 
But ſeckes by armes to pul ambition downe, 
That wꝛought by koꝛce to wzing me from my crowne. 


D care moſt rare, and wozthy kinde regarde, 

O rare regard, and wozthie hich renowne : 

O high renowne that rightly maiſt reward, 

The carcfull heart to keepe me in mp crowne, 
And hono) ſcekes where due deſert map beare if, 
TAhich wonne by kozct, with fauo} he ſhall weare it. 


TAherewith (me thought) J izeard a ſudden lar me, 
To hoꝛſe, to hozle the Caualiroes cried, 
And alter that a crie of arme, arme, arme, 


And downe they ranne vnto a riuer (ide, 
F Ahere 


Neaſant Poems, 


EAhere J might heare the trumpet dꝛumme, and er, 
Sound vp the hononr of a ſouldie rs life, 


Anon J ſaw the ſhippes dꝛawe nigh the ſho!e, 
And all aboozd went hozſc and man apace: 
TUirre launching ont the gunnes ſtot off ſo ſoze, 
As where J locd did ſremt to — tize place. 
And Trumpets ſhill lo ſounded in the Ureame, 
As J awooke, and all was but a dzeame. 


A deuice of Diogenes Tubbe. 


lo: enes was tearmed but a Dogge, 
Tide to a Tubbe where lap but little treaſure: 
Abo foz his life was count ed but a Poggt, 
That knewe no part of any woꝛldly pleaſure, 
c Ahat ſaid the king pet in his greateſt thꝛone, 
Either himſelfe Dogenes, o; none. 


Fo? when the king did bid him aſke and haue, 
His minde was not of any maſſe of wealth: 
He aſkt no moꝛe then other creatufes haue, 
The chiefeſt comloꝛt ol his happie health. 
Take not away (quoth he thou canſt noe giue, 
Out of the Sunne, lo by the ſame J liue. 


The good pooꝛe ſoule doth thinke no creature harme, 
Onelp he liucs obſcurely in his Tunne, 
Malt is his care to keepe his carkas warme, 
All his delight to locke vpon the Sunne: 
Aud could che heauens but make the Sunne to kn ow hum 
Pe ſhould not liue ſhould kecpe his ihining kto him. 
A Metaphor. 


Little fire doth make the foggot burne, 

Chen blowing much weil put the fire out: 

Silence but ſeld doth ſerue the laucte tutne, 
Am too much ſute, ſoꝛ faugut hath a Lowe, 


Then 
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Paſtorals and Soners, 


Chen let thus much ſuffice foꝛ my deſire, 
The ſmalleſt blowing make the greateſt fire, 


Conceife is quꝛcke, would ſo were ſweete content, 
E pes hat a glaunce of too too great a grace: 
Sy'rits do ſpeake in ſilence of intent, 
And thoughts are ſpirites of a ſetret place. 
In ſilence then let heart in ſunder bꝛeake, 
Eyes ſhall behold, but ſpirites ſh all not ſpeake, 


Ot che birth and bringing vp of deſire. 


VV pen wert thou bon Deſire: in pompe and pꝛime of Pay: 
By whs ſweet boy wert thou begot : by good cceit me lap 

Tell me who was thy nurle* freſh ponth in ſured top: 
TAat was thy meat and dayly food*\o2e ſighes with great annoy, 
hat had you then to dzinke: vnfained louers teares: 
QAhat cradle were pou rocked in: in hope deuoide of feares, 
CAhat bzougyt pou then a ſleepe: ſweet ſpeach that liked men bell: 
And where is now pour dwelling place? in gentle hearts A reff, 
Doth compame diſpleaſe : it doch in many one: 
TUhere would Deſire then chooſe to be: he likes to mule alone. 
What fecdeth mo your ſigit: to gaze on faour ſtill: 
Ao find you moſt to be peur foes Diſoaine ot my good will, 
Qill euer age 02 death bing you vnto decap * | 
No, no, Deſire both liues and dies ten thouſand times a day, 

Finis. E. of Ox, { 
A pleaſant Soner, 


1 ill for xet that ere I ſawe thy fare, 

J will foꝛget thou art ſo bꝛaue a wight : 
J will foꝛget tp ſtatelp comely grace, 

J will foꝛget thy hue that is fo bꝛight: 
J will fozget thou art the faireſt of all, 
J will foꝛgct thou winneſt the golden ball, 


A will for7ct typ foꝛthead featly ftamde, 

F will fozget thy Chziſtall c pes ſo clecre: 

I will fozget that no part may be blamde, 

I will fv2;3ee chat thou han _ thy peere. 
2 | 


Pleaſant Poems, 


J will foꝛget Clermelion is thy bue. 
J will foꝛget there is no Saint but thou. 


J will foꝛget thy dimpled chin ſo fine. 

I; will foꝛget to appꝛoch thy ſeemelp ſight: 

AI will foꝛget thꝛoughout the woꝛld ſo wire, 

J will forget nones bewtie halle (o bꝛight: 
J will foꝛget thou ſtainſt the bꝛighteſt ſtarre, 
I, wil fozget thou paſſcſf Cyntliea farte. 


I will koꝛget that feature is thy phcere, 
J will foꝛget thy bewtie dims the Sunne: 
I! will foꝛget that hue not comes thee neere, 
I will fozget thy fame will nere be donne. 
A will fo2cet thou art the faireſt of all, 
That euer was, oꝛ ts,02 euer (hall, 
And then 
J will toꝛget when grew my withered ſkalke, 
J will foꝛget to eate, to dʒinke, oꝛ flecpe ; 
J will foꝛget to ſee, to ſpeake, to walke, 
J will kozget to mour ne, to laugh, to wecpe. 
J will foꝛget to heare, to ferie, oz taftc, 
IJ will fozget my lite and all at laſt, 
And now 
J will foꝛget the place where thou doſk dwell, 
J will foꝛget thy ſelfe, and ſo fare well, 


Another ſweete Sonet, 


I Sccke the thing that J vo daplp lee, 

And faine wonld gaine that is already wonne, 
J follow that which doth not from me flee; 

No? neuer ſeckes my companie to ſhuune. 
JT grantcd am what J do ſeeme to craue, 
Dct lo J want, that fainclt J would haue. 


Hard is my hap ſince Jem ſoꝛſt te top. 
TUhcre as there doth no toy at al; remaine 2 


And 
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Paſtorals and Sonets. 


And ſecke foz blifſe where reffs nought but annop, 


And fo2 good will reape nouqht but deepe diſdaine; 
Luckleſſe my lot J labour but in vaine, 
I ſceke to winne what J ſee others gaine, 


Sceing hope, and hap,and all at once doth faile, 
And that deſpaire is nowe my chtekclk guide: 
hereby J (ce no ranſome will me batle, 
Dut of the bondes wherein I now am tide, 
I ain content in bondage fo} to ſerue, 
Untill my faith my frredome doe deſerue, 


A Poem. 


Honour of loue, when loue in honour is, 

Olde men admire, and pong men are amazed 2 
Perfection rare where nothing is amiſle, 

The glaſſe of grace wherc eyes are ouer-gazedt 
Dnelp the face of ſuch a heauenly feature, 

Not on the carth can be a fairer creature. 


A Sonet. 


EB. lie awake in hope of bleſſed ſeeing, 

Dope thought that happe was ouer-long in lingr ing: 
In came the Laſſe, oh my thꝛiſe happie beeing, 

Oences thought long vnt ill they were a fingring, 


Congue (ſpar to ſpeake, leaſt it (only ſpeake too ſparing, 
Part d2ownd in fcare rauiſht, denied her honour: 
Handes ſaw the pꝛice, aud long to be a ſharing, 
Pittic ſaid, holde, but Courage cried, vpon her. 


Silent ſhe ood, vet in her ſilent ſpeaking, 

&102»es of moe foʒce then is great loue his thunder: 
T,ovcs weare her epes, ſoꝛrowes aſunder bzeaking, 
Swecte was her face, each member was a wonder, 


Heaucn ishers,to her hy heauens aſſigned, 
* Fi Dkics 


pleaſant Poems, 


Skies are her thougbes where pleaſant Planets raigned, 
Franke is ber minde, to no ill craft inclined, 


Loue is the croſſe wherein her heart is chained, 


Blifle was to lee her ſteps to bedward bending, 
Mulicke to heare herlelfe,herſelfe vnlacino, 
Dtraunge the alpect of two ſonnts then diſcending, 
Duwcete was the kiſſe, but ſweeter the imbzac ing. 


| Anothet fine Sonet. 
vo deales with fire map burne his fingers ends, 
And water dꝛownes the foote that goes too deeper 
A lauich tongue will quickly looſe his frit nos, 
Amd he a foole that can no counſell kecpe. 
Het where deſire doth egre the tongue to ſpeake, 
Somewhat muſt out, oz elſe the heart will bzeake, 


Co ſpcake but truth deſerve no deadly bla ne, 

Though truth miltane ſometime be pctric ttcaſon: 

Pet cauſe leſſe death dcſeriech no defarve, 

Though ruthleſſe rage will neuer pet d to teaſen: 
Then lince deſire doth cage nie on lo ſoze, 
Truth will I ſpeake although I ſpcake no moze, 


The truth is this, there is no fire to ſour, 
No! water like tz Bewties heauenlp bꝛockes, 
No friend to faith, to talke fo2 hearts behoue, 
Nm wit ſo wiſc to liue by one ly lookes: 
$202 ſweet deſire by ſilence entertained, 
No kind Aſpece,that euer lone diſdaincd, 


A baſtotall. 
- Meet birds that ſit and ſing amid the ſhadie vallies, 
Ans ſee how ſweetly Phillis walks amid her gardẽ allies 
Ga round about her bower and ſing,as ye are bidven, 
To her is only knowne his faith, that frõ the woꝛld is hidden. 
And the among pou all that hath the ſweeteſt voice, 
Go chirpe of him that neuer told, yet neuer changd his _ 


Paſtorals and Soneis. 


Und not koꝛ vet his fa'th,that liu'd foꝛ euer lou v, 

Het neuer made his fancte knowne,no euer fauour mou ' d. 
And euer let pour ground of all your grace be this, 

To pou, to pou, to pou the duc of loue and honour is. 

On p2n,on pou, on pou our mulicke all atterdeth, 

Fo} as on pau our Muſe begin, in pou all muficke endeth, 


Coridons ſupplication to Phillis, 


Veet Plullis if a ſillie Swaine, 
map ſue to thee fo} grace: 
See not thy louing ſhepheard llaine, 
With look. nq on thy face. 

But thinke what power thou halt got, 
Upon mp flocke and mee: 

Chou ſceſt thep now regard me not, 
but all doe follow thee, 


And if J haue ſo farre pzeſuwev, 
Aich prping in thine eyes: 

Pet let not comfozt be conſume, 
That in thy pitie lyes, 

But as thou art that Phillis faire, 
That Foztune fauour giues, 

So let not loue die nndiſpaire, 
That in thy fauour liues. 


The Deere do bzuiſe vpon the byier, 
Tie birds do pꝛicke the cheries, 
And will not Bewtie grunnt Delire, 
One handfu'lof her berries, = 
Il ſo it be that thou haſt ſwozne, 
Chat nonc ſhall looke on cheer 
Pet let me know thou dolt not ſcozne, 
To caſt a l>oke on ince. 


But ik thy B2\utie make thee pzowde, iy 
Chucke then what is oʒdained: 


pleaſant poems, | 


The be auens haue neuer pet allowed, 
That Loue Gould be diſdained. 

Theu leaſt the Fates that fauour Loue, 
Should curſe thee foz vnkinde, 

Let morepoꝛt fo thy behoue, 
The honour of thy minde. 


Let Coridon with full conſent, 

Set downe what he hath ſeene: 
That Phillida with Loues content, 

Is ſwozne the Shepheards Queene, 


A Sonet. 


Er kace, her tongue, her wit, 
So laire, ſo werte, ſo ſharpe: 
Firſt bent, then dꝛew, then hit, 
Pine cpe, mine eare, mine hart. 


Mine eye, mine eare, mine heart, 
To like, to lcarne, to loue: 

Pour face, pour t ongue, your wit, 
Doth lead, doth teach, doth monte, 


Her face, her tongue her wit, 
dich beame, with ſound, with art: 
Doth binde, doth charme, doth rule, 
Mine epe,minc eare, mine heart. 


Pine epe, mine eare, mine heart, 
With life, with hope, with (kill, 

Hour face, pour tongue, vour wit. 
Doth feed, doth feaſt, doth fill, 


Oh face, oh tongue, oh wit, 


Mitb frownes, with checks, wich ſmart: 


TAring rot, vex not, moue not, 
Pine epe, mine eare, mine hart. 


Paſtora!s and Sonets, 


Cyis eye, this eare, this heart. 
Shall iop, ſhall bind, ſhall ſwearet 
Nour face, pour tongue, pour wit, 
To ſerue, to loue, to feare, 


A Louers complaint. 


WV knowes his cauſe of griefe, 


And can the ſame delcrit: 
And yet finds no reliefe, 
Pooze wzetch but onely J. 


Chat fonle will lecke the ſnare, 
That he be caught thereby: 
Tf thereof he be ware, 
Pooze wꝛetch but onely J. 


Chat fiſh will bite the baite, 
Ik he the hooke elpie: 

Oz if he (ce deceite, 
Posoze wꝛetch but onelp J, 


Aho's hee will ſeeke to mount, 
The toppe of Turrcts hie, 

To fall that makes account, 
Pooze wzetch but onely J. 


To's hee will ſcale the height, 
Df AEtna hill tofrie: 


So dcare to bie delight, 
Pooze wꝛetch but onelp J. 


The Hart will chunne the tople, 
Ik he perceine it lie: 

No one would take ſuch fople, 
Pooze wꝛetch but onely J. 


he ſeckes to get and gaine, 
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Tleaſant Poems, 


The things that fates denit: 
Pull live and dic in paine, | 
Poo} wꝛetch as row do J. 


And heart my plaints to finiſh, + 
Jn Lymboleke J lies 

My griefc you mult djmin'ſh, 
Poozc wzetch, o; elle I die. 


A Shepheards dreame, 5 


A Sillie Shephcerd lately ſate, 
among a ſlocłe of ſheepe : 
Whcre muſling long on this aud that, 
Ac laſt he tell a ſleepe. | 


And in the ſlumber as he lay, 
He gaue a piteous gronc: 

He tbought his ſheepe were runne awap, 
And he was left alone. 


He whopt he whiſtled, and he calde, 
But not a ſhcepe came neere him: 
Thich made the ſhepbeard ſoze appalde, 
dt. o lee that none would heare him, 


But as the Swaine amazed ſtood, 
In this molt ſole mne vaine: 

Came Plullida out of the wood, 
And ſtood befoze the Swaine, 


Tahom when the Shepheard did behold, 
He ſtraight began to weepe, 

And at the heart he grew a cold, 
To thinke vpon his ſheepe. 


Fo! wel he knew where canic the Qucene 
The Shcpheard durlk not tap, 
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Paſtorals ind Sonets, 
And where that he dur noe be keen, 
The ſheepe mulk needes away. 5 | 


* 


To aſke her if ſhe ſaw his flocke, N 


Might happen pacience moue: 
Aud haue an anſwere with a mocke, 
That ſuch demaunders pꝛoue. 


Vet fo2 becauſe he ſaw her come, 
Alone ont of the wood: 
He thought he would not ffand as dumbe, 


when ſpeach might do him goo, 


Aud cherefoze falling on his knees, 

To aſke but ko his ſheepe, 
pe did awake ans ſo did leeſe, 

The — of his lle ee. 

A pleaſant ſweet ſong. 
T5 in my reſtleſſe bed, 
Jn dzcame of mp deſire 2 
I ſawe within my troubled head, 
A heape of thoughts appe are. 


And each of them lo kr ange, 
In ſight befoze mine epes: 
That now J ſigh and then J mile, 
As caule thereby doth riſe, 


A ſee how that the little boy, 
In thought how oft that he: 
Doth wilh of God to ſcape the rod, 
a tall pong man to be, 


I ſaw the pong man trauelling. 
From ſpoꝛt to paines oppꝛeſt: 
How he would be a rich olde man, 
Co liue and lie at ref, 
S a. The 


= 


DlcaſzprPoony, - 

The olde man too, who ſcetb. 
Vis age to dꝛawe onde: 

Qould be a little bop againe, 
Toliuc lo long the moꝛc. 


Ahereat J ſigh and ſmile, 
How Nature craucs her fee: 
From boy to man, from man to bop, 
Qould chop and change degree. 


A Sonet of Time and Pleaſure, 


12 is but ſhoꝛt, and ſhoꝛt the courſe of time, 

Pleaſures do paſſe but as a puffe of winde: 
Tare yath account to make fo2 eue rie crime, 

And peace abides but with the ſetled minde. 


Ok little paine doth pacience great pꝛoccede, 
And after ſickneſſe, health is daintic ſweets 

A friend is beſt appꝛoued at a neede, 

And lweet the thought where care kindnes meet. 


Then thinke what comfoꝛt deth of kindnes bꝛerd, 
To know thy ſickneſſe, ſorrow to thy friend: 

And let thy faith vpcn this fauour feed, 

That loue (hall liue when death ſhall haue an end. 


And he that liues aſſured of tły loue, 

ꝛapes fo? thy life, thy health, and hi zheſt hap, 
Ad hopes to lee the height of thy behcue, 
Lulde in the lweet of Lcues dcſircd lap, 


Till when, take paines to make tip pillev ſoft, 
And take a nap fo} Netures %ctrer reſt: 
De liues below that pet doth look. alot, 
And ol a friend do net aſecct the l. alt, 


— 1 
— — — 


Paftorals and Sonets, 
Ofa Louer in diſpaire. 


T Hour froward fate hath foult mp griefe, 
And blacke diſpairc this deadly paine: 
Pet time J truſt will baing relieſe, 


Chen lopall faith (hall haue her gaine. 
\ 


Till then the ſtoꝛmes of banitht Nate, 
And penance in this Permits Cell: 
Shall trie her cauſe of wzongfull hate, 
hole malice lo kcepes me in hell, 


A Sonet of faire womens fickleneſſe 
in loue. 

EF women would be faire, and pet not fond, 

©! that their loue were firme not fickle ills 
J would not wonder that they make mẽ bond, 

By ſeruice lonꝝ to purchaſe their good will: 

But when J (ee how fir me theſe creaturs are, 
J laugh that men fozact themlelucs ſo farre, 


To marke their choiſe they make and how they chaunge, 
Dom oft from Venus they do cleaue to Pan: 
TUnſctled ſtill like haggards vile they raunge, 
T'1cle gent le birds that flie from man to man: 
C Aho would not ſcoꝛn 4 ſhake them fro his ſiſt, 
Ai let thẽ go(faire fooles)which way they lilt. 


Tf fo2 diſgoꝛt we faine and flatter both, 
To pale the time when nothing can diſpleaſe: 
And craine them ſtill vnts our ſubtill oth, 
Till wearie of their wits our (clues we eaſe, 
Ain then we ſap, when we their fancies trie, 
To plap with togles, oh what a dolt was J. 
Ot the toure Elements. 
Oe dire with ſweet my ſentes do delight, 
Che Cart) with flowers any” 24 mp heauie ele; 
3 


* 


The 


Pleafant Poems, 


The Fire with warmth reuiues mp dying ſpirit, 

The Mater cooles that is too hote and dzie: 
The Atre,the Earth, the TWAater,and the fire, 
All doe me good, what can J moꝛe deſire, 


Oh no. the Aire infected ſoze J finde, 

The Earth, her flowers do wither aud decay: 

The Fire ſo whote it doth inflame the minde, 

And QA ater waſheth white and all awap, | 
The Aire, the Earth, Fire, Qater, all annop me, 
Low can it be. but thep muſt needes deſtroy me. 


Svweete Are do pet a while thy \weetnefle holde, 
Earth, let thy flowers not fall away in pꝛime: 
Fire do not burne, my heart is not a colde, 
Qater, dꝛie vp vntill another time, 
Oz Aire, oꝛ Earth, Fire, Aater, heare mp pꝛaper, 
Oz llatc me once, Fire, IAater, Sarth, oz Aire, 


Dearke in the Aire what deadly chunder thꝛeateth, 

See on the Earth how euerie flower falleth, 

Oh with the Fire how euery ſinewe lweateth. 

Oh howe the Qater my panting heart appalleth. | 
The Aire, the Earth, Fire,CTlater,all do grieue me. 
Heauens ſhew your power pet ſome wap to relieue me. 


This is not Aire that enerie creature feedeth, 

No! this the Earth where euerie flower groweth: 

No? this the Fire, that cole and bauen bꝛeedeth, 

Non this the Natet, that both ebth and floweth. 
Thele Clements are in a woꝛde encloſed, 
Ahere happie heart hath heauenly reſt repoled. 

Brictons farewell ro Hope, | 
M Þ Hope farewell, leaue off thy lingring ſfap, 


Nowe yceld thy ſelfe as p2iſoner vnto thzalle 
Pꝛicke on thy wings, make now no moze delay, 


— — 


Peſct_. 


II 


Paſtorals and Sonets. 


Be ſet thou art with Enuies fur ies all, 
Oh Follie flie, fond Fancie leave thy roome, 
Thou art condemde, Diſpaire hath giuen thy doome, 


Thy thꝛeed whereon thy hope did hang ſo long, 


Dame Enuies ruſt hath lretted quite in twaine: 

And ſpitefull ſpite bath gnawne thee to the bone, 

That ſue thou maiſt, but all is ſpent in vaine. 
She is reuert, and giues me ſtill the nay, 
And keepes me like the Spaniel all the day. 


TAhen caught I was, J was content to peeld, 
My loue was lim d and linked to her will: 
And p2iſoner J was bꝛought ont of the field, 
Df libertie to lerue in thʒaldome ſtill, 
There loſt J iopes, my toiles did then beginne, 
. Then as J ſought a froward heart to winne, 


J ſought, J ſued, I was at becke and bay, 
I crept, J kacclde,a heauen it was to pleaſe: 
I thought my lelfe the happieſt man that dap, 
If one faire woꝛde J caught my heart to caſe: 
But when that deeds of wozdes ſhould then enſue, 
All then was turn d like vnto Creſſeds crew, 


Thus do J ſte and ſerue, but all in vaine, 
Aich lingrinx on my loathſome life in wo: 
Thus do J ſeeke to winne, but loſſe J gaine, 
And fot a friend obtaine a ſpitcfull fo: 
Then farewell hope the gaine of my deſart, 
Dilpaire doth grow within mp penſiue hart. 


FINIS. N. B. Gent. 


